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dinner at Sir John Dalrymple's, to which we were engaged : but I would by no means lose .the pleasure of seeing my friend at Hawthornden,—of seeing Sam Johnson at the very spot where Ben Joiison visited the learned and poetical Drummond'.
We surveyed Roslin Castle, the romantick scene around it, and the beautiful Gothick chapel*, and dined and drank tea at the inn ; after which we proceeded to Hawthornden, and viewed the caves; and I all the while had Rare Ben" in my mind, and was pleased to think that this place was now visited by another celebrated wit of England.
By this time ' the waning night was growing old,' and we were yet several miles from Sir John Dalrymple's. Dr. Johnson did not seem much troubled at our having treated the baronet with so little attention to politeness; but when I talked of the grievous disappointment it must have been to him that we did not come to t\\Q feast that he had prepared for us, (for he told us he had killed a seven-year old sheep on purpose,) my friend got into a merry mood, and jocularly said,' I dare say, Sir, he has been very sadly distressed: Nay, we do not know but the consequence may have been fatal. Let me try to describe liis situation in his own historical style, I have as good a right to make him think and talk, as he has to tell us how people thought and talked a hundred years ago, of which he has no evidence. All history, so far as it is not supported by contemporary evidence,
1 ' At the latter end of 1630 Ben Jonson went on foot into Scotland, on purpose to visit Drummond. His adventures in this journey he wrought into a poem; but that copy, with many other pieces, was accidentally burned.' Whalley's Ben 'Jonson, Preface, p. xlvi.
3 Perhaps the same woman showed the chapel who was there 29 years later, when Scott visited it. One of his friends ' hoped that they might, as habitual visitors, escape hearing the usual endless story of the silly old woman that showed the ruins'; but Scott answered, ' There is a pleasure in the song which none but the songstress knows, and by telling her we know it all already we should make the poor devil unhappy.' Lockhart's Scott, cd. 1839, ii. 106.
3 0 rare Ben Jonson is on Jonson's tomb in Westminster Abbey,
is come within his doors for three months.' Parl. Hist. xvii. 1090.
